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One In The Oven 


Don't know,don't ownlf | did,then I'd be having fun with them,and not writing inordinate amounts of fiction about 
them. 


Author's Note: After reading a story on FanDominationnet, about Jonathan being pregnant, this piece came to 
mind. 


It's set in a world where it is possible for a man to be pregnant, and we're eavesdropping on a conversation 


between "mommy" and "daddy", in roughly the eighth month of Jonathan's pregnancy. As is traditional in almost 
every KoRn "slash" (ish) story, the daddy is James "Munky" Shaffer. Enjoy, my fellow KoRn heads! 


"OWWWWI!" 


"Whoa, are you okay?" 
"No, I'm fucking not!llOooff..] hate you, Shaffer, you know that!?! 


"Why? | didn't touch you!" 


they put it in there!" 


"Ha fucking ha. Very funny. If | remember rightly, wasn't it you that actually wanted to get knocked up? 


"Hey, Munks.Wanna have a baby? Please? Please? I'll even be the one who carries it. Pleasepleaseplease.....?" 


‘| was drunk, you retard! Haven't you ever said anything that you didn't mean when you were drunk? And 


that's another thing-you.you.you took advantage of me, you pervert!" 
"That's a good one! I'm a pervert? You're the one who gets his kicks from smearing me in... 


"That's not the point! This baby feels like it's about ready to burst out of my stomach. | feel like John Hurt 
did in "Alien" |" 


"So why didn't you just say so? You don't have to bite my head off for wanting to know why you're hurting, 


Nonie." 


‘lm sorry. It's just that | feel like an elephant, Munksl've got a galloping dose of heartburn, and the baby's 


resting on my bladder. I've never wanted to piss so much and so often in my life.” 


"Yeah. A mirror; | haven't seen my feet in at least three months. Come to think of it, how did | tie my laces 


this morning?" 
"You put your foot up onto the bed” 
"| did? How the fuck did | manage that? | can't lift it far enough to kick your ass anymore!" 


"With great difficulty. It took you three attempts to get up there, and you swore blue murder every time 
your foot fell.” 


"Stop laughing, it's not funny. You just wait until you get pregnant. I'll be laughing my fucking ass off" 


"Not fucking likely, buddy. Three months of morning sickness? | don't think so... 


| can't help it. And anyway, | didn't eat them. She did” 
"Blegh.how do you do it?" 
"Mhhhm?" 


"Eat that combination. Pretzels and strawberry jelly? | think I'm gonna barf. Uuurrggghhh!" (Author's Note: For 


those of us living in Europe, | mean strawberry jam ) 

"But it tastes good." 

"You'd have to tie me to an anthill and smear me in syrup before I'd eat that." 
"There you go, talking about being smeared in things again. Someone's horny." 
"We haven't had sex in at least three weeks, what do you expect?" 

"Fuck you... 
"Yes, please." 

"Not in this lifetime, Shaffer. You've done enough damage." 
"Please? If | jerk off anymore, | think it'll fall off" 


"Nol" 


"Now you're just desperate. | couldn't fuck you, even if | wanted to." 


"Why not?" 


"You wouldn't be able to find it! 

"Please, Nonie." 

"Noll lm not in the mood! 

"Hhhuumph. You're never in the mood these days... 
‘Hts not my fault. Blame it on my hormones” 
"Bastard" 


"Don't be mad at me, James. l'm due in two weeks. l'm not asking for you to move mountains, just to be 


patient. OWWW! Don't do that!" 
"But | didn't touch youl" 


"Not you. Her. She's moving again, and it feels like she's got her butt jammed up against my ribs. Haven't you, 
Sal?" 


"Fuck that. I'm not naming my daughter Salaam Dementia" 

"And I'm fucked if I'm naming her Jessica. Anyway, who's carrying this kid, me or you?" 
"Okay, then, let's give her a nice boring name. Like Agnes." 

"Or Betty." 

"We could always name her after one of the guys." 


"How does Davina sound?" 


"FUCKIIINow I've got a stitch in my side. You started it!" 


"That's it, blame mel" 


"Calm down, you'll have an asthma attack. There you go. You okay?" 
"tll livedames?" 
"You don't call me that unless you're pissed at me or you're worried. What's wrong?" 


"I'm scared" 


"What's it going to be like? Giving birth, | mean" 

"Fucked if | know. I'm new at this as well, y'know." 

| remember when Renee had Nathan. She was in so much pain that screamed for what felt like forever." 
"But you're going to have a C-section” 

"Yeah, but I'll still have contractions. And they hurt too." 

"But Ill be with you." 

| want drugs." 

"What? Now?!?" 

"No, you asshole. When | go into labor. Anything that's legal and vast amounts of it. Better still, knock me out" 


"Now you're being stupid. You said that you wanted to be awake, because you didn't want to miss your 


daughter's first moments." 
‘| lied" 

"Bullshit 

"OWWWWW!!!" 

"Oh, quit whining Wussy." 


"Am not. She's not playing soccer with your guts, is she?" 


"Are you sure you're okay?" 
"Err...yeah. Why?" 
"You've gone red in the face." 


"Because..it's too warm in here?" 


"What? Don't look at me like that" 

"So if you're fine, why have your knuckles gone white?" 

"Have they? Can't say that I've noticed." 

"Nah...no." 

"You're right. No." 

"You're lying. Yes. You're starting labor, aren't you?" 

"Might be. Ouch?" 

"I knew it! You're a fucking lousy liar, Davis!" 

I'm not running into the hospital, Shaffer. They'll only send me home." 

"No, they won't! Your doctor told you that he'd perform the C-section as soon as you got there." 
"Where's my bag, then?" 

‘Its under the stairs. I'll go get it, you just get yourself out to the car, okay?" 
"James?" 

"Yeah, Nonie?" 

"Her name's Salaam Dementia" 

"Okay. If you say so." 


"James?!" 


"What?" 

"Don't take my head o 
"Sorry, Nonie.What is it?" 
"Love you." 


"| know. Love you too." 


End. 


